REMINISCENCES

have talked of his poems or of poetry at all if I had not
directly brought up the subject and made it clear to Mm
that I was anxious to hear something from his lips about
it. I felt after I had seen him that first time that I
understood better than ever the genesis of his poetry
and was at least beginning to understand how it came
to take such a form. I haye always retained the same
opinion of Walt Whitman's poems which I had before I
ever saw their author. They appealed to me because of
the genuine inspiration that was in them, and in spite
of the uncouth form in which they were cast, as one
might recognise the voice of a genuine singer coining
through untrained and uncouth organs. I felt sure that
I now knew what Walt Whitman was himself, and
that the charm of real manhood was in Mm and in all
that he wrote.th perfect good humour the idea of his ever having
